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TENAYA  CANYON 

To  the  East,  processions  of  glaciated  domes 
White,  pink  as  powdered  skin. 

Supple  yielding  contours  belie  their  tough  granite. 

To  the  West,  mid-afternoon  shadows 
Stream  from  rock-ripples  fluid  as 
sheeted  water  running. 

Darkening  clouds  proceeding  eastward 
Animate  a scene  I had  thought  existed 
Only  as  involuntary  dream-inserts, 

Flashes  of  an  inward  grace. 

Gertrude  Reagan 
Palo  Alto  Meeting 
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Art  emerges  from  feelings  and  intuitions  and 
from  different  ways  of  knowing.  It  gives  form  to 
the  Spirit.  It  is  said  that  a person  who  remembers 
the  truth  is  the  poet/artist.  Here  Friends  gift  us 
with  their  truths,  Spirit-working-through-them, 
from  six-year-old  Celandine  Miller  and  Young 
Friends  - Bonnie  Wells  and  Paul  Jolly  and  Eastside 
Meeting  - to  the  poets  of  perserverance  and 
struggles  and  “flashes  of  inward  grace.”  Here  are 
themes  of  worship,  celebration,  loneliness,  the 
tensions  of  polarities,  the  hallowing  of  time  and 
silence  and  relationship.  Here  is  imagery  that 
evokes  recognitions,  sometimes  painful:  is  there 
a reflection  of  us  in  the  corporation  vice  president? 

Visual  art  ranges  from  the  mystical/symbolic  to 
the  pastoral  Oregon  countryside.  Our  artists  use 
their  environments  as  nurturance,  or  as  a means  of 
calling  the  self  to  a great  task,  or  as  a reality  that 
calls  for  transformation  inward  and  outward. 

Who  is  not  braver  having  entered  into  the  make- 
believe  of  fairy  tale  written  by  a father  for  his  son 
at  a time  of  unhappiness  needing  the  birth  of 
heroic  self-image? 

Art  is  a ministry  we  share  with  all  who  hear  or 
see  or  touch.  It  is  a special  gifting  in  a season 
of  grace. 

Shirley  Ruth 


Cold  winter  night  blown  clean 

Turbulence  subsides 

Now 

The  blind 

Stand  hopefully 

In  the 

Chill 

Air 

To  perceive  the  stars 


Gertrude  Reagan 
Palo  Alto  Meeting 
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Paul  and  the  Dragon 

A Fairy  Tale 

Jacques  Barchilon 

Boulder  Friends  Meeting,  Colorado 

Once  upon  a time  there  lived  a little  boy  at  the 
edge  of  a deep  dangerous  wood.  He  lived  alone 
except  for  his  nurse,  who  had  cared  for  him  since 
he  was  a baby.  He  was  an  inquisitive  little  boy 
who  loved  to  run  and  play  in  the  woods.  The  peo- 
ple in  the  nearby  village  often  wondered  who  he 
was  because  he  was  always  very  polite  to  everyone. 
His  name  was  Paul,  but  he  didn’t  belong  to  any 
family  in  the  village.  He  was  a little  bit  magical, 
but  he  could  not  do  very  big  things,  only  small 
things,  such  as  turning  a drop  of  water  into  a gum 
drop.  No  one  knew  where  he  came  from,  but 
because  of  his  good  manners  and  because  he  had 
such  beautiful  dark  hair  and  very  dark  piercing 
black  eyes,  the  villagers  whispered  to  each  other: 
“Maybe  he  was  born  a prince  and  got  lost  when  he 
was  a baby!” 

Paul  lived  for  quite  some  time  in  the  cottage  at 
the  edge  of  the  woods.  He  loved  the  forest  and 
often  wandered  far  away  into  the  thick  growth. 

He  came  to  know  the  woods  better  than  the  villa- 
gers who  did  not  like  the  dark  forest,  and  who 
never  went  in  farther  than  they  had  to  when  cut- 
ting wood  for  cooking  or  winter  fires. 

Paul  often  played  in  the  woods.  He  loved  to 
scamper  about  in  the  shade  of  the  trees  or  flop 
down  at  the  edge  of  the  stream  to  watch  the  blue 
and  silver  dragon  flies.  He  wasn’t  lonely  because 
he  made  pets  of  rabbits,  birds,  and  even  frogs  and 
green  grass  snakes.  He  never  took  them  home, 
though,  because  once,  when  he  had  brought  home 
a rabbit,  his  nurse  wanted  to  put  it  into  a stew; 
she  was  afraid  of  the  frog  and  snakes. 

One  day  Paul  set  out  for  the  woods  to  hunt  wild 
raspberries.  He  was  running  gayly  along  and  not 
watching  where  he  was  going;  so  when  something 
suddenly  rustled  in  the  grass  just  in  front  of  him, 
he  almost  fell  over  with  surprise.  He  knelt  down 
and  parted  the  grass  with  his  hands  to  see  what 
was  there.  He  found  a dragon  that  was  no  bigger 
than  a cat.  He  picked  it  up  and  held  it  in  his  hands 
to  look  at  it.  It  was  a small  dragon,  green  with 
shiny  black  wings  and  a row  of  beautiful  blue  dots 
that  ran  from  its  head  clear  down  to  the  tip  of  its 
tail.  But  it  was  less  than  a foot  high! 

At  first  Paul  was  a little  disappointed  because  he 
had  always  thought  (as  he  had  been  told)  that  dra- 


gons were  huge  and  frightful,  and  this  one  was  so 
small  and  seemed  so  helpless.  But  he  decided  that 
if  the  dragon  were  big  he  could  not  keep  it  as  a pet. 
He  was  so  happy  at  the  idea  of  having  a dragon  of 
his  very  own  he  forgot  all  about  the  wild  raspber- 
ries he  had  come  to  look  for  in  the  woods.  He  care- 
fully lifted  it  in  his  arms,  like  a warm  baby,  and  ran 
home. 

Paul  and  his  dragon  got  along  quite  well.  The 
dragon  ate  table  scraps  and  lived  hidden  under 
Paul’s  bed.  But  the  dragon  was  growing  very  fast: 
it  soon  got  to  be  about  four  feet  tall,  and  Paul  was 
afraid  his  nurse  might  discover  it.  So  one  day 
while  they  were  playing  in  the  woods  he  sadly 
said  to  his  friend,  “Dragon,  dragon,  you  are  getting 
too  big  to  live  with  me  in  the  house;  so  I shall  have 
to  leave  you  here  in  the  woods.  I shall  miss  you 
very  much.  Goodbye.” 

The  dragon  blew  a little  puff  of  red  smoke  and 
said,  “Paul,  I am  not  just  an  ordinary  dragon;  I 
am  a magical  dragon.  Since  you  protected  me 
when  I was  little  and  helpless,  I will  do  something 
for  you.”  He  pulled  out  a tiny  silver  whistle  from 
the  pocket  under  his  second  blue  dot,  and  said, 
“Keep  this  whistle  with  you  always.  It  is  a magic 
whistle:  when  you  blow  on  it  I will  come  to  you 
at  once.  Be  careful  to  use  it  only  when  you  are  in 
terrible  danger,  though.  Because  the  whistle  can 
work  only  one  time.”  He  handed  the  whistle  to 
Paul,  and  without  another  word,  he  blew  a large 
puff  of  blue  fire,  rose  up  in  the  air  flapping  his  red 
wings,  and  was  soon  gone. 

Paul  wanted  to  blow  the  whistle  right  then  to 
make  his  friend  come,  but  he  remembered  what 
the  dragon  had  said;  so  he  put  the  whistle  in  his 
pocket.  He  felt  very  sad  and  lonely.  He  sat  under 
a tree  to  think  about  his  dragon.  Before  he  knew 
it,  he  was  fast  asleep. 

When  Paul  awoke  it  was  night.  All  the  little  ani- 
mals who  were  his  friends  were  asleep,  and  the  for- 
est was  full  of  strange  and  fearful  noises.  Paul  got 
up  and  started  to  run  towards  home;  but  the 
woods  looked  different  at  night  and  he  soon  real- 
ized he  was  lost,  and  hungry,  and  tired  from  all  his 
running;  and  he  was  soaking  wet  because  he  had 
fallen  in  the  stream  in  the  darkness  of  night.  He 
did  not  mind  being  wet  or  falling  in  the  river, 
though,  because  (being  a little  magical)  the  cold 
did  not  bother  him  very  much,  and  he  had  always 
known  how  to  swim  without  having  to  learn.  He 
had  played  in  the  stream  so  many  times  that  he 

(Continued  on  page  56) 
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( Tale:  Co  n t.  fro  m page  55 ) 

knew  where  it  went:  right  past  his  home.  So  he 
followed  the  stream. 

He  walked  along  the  bank  watching  the  silver 
sparkles  of  moonlight  on  the  water.  Before  long 
he  came  to  a fork  in  the  stream.  Paul  was  further 
in  the  woods  than  he  had  ever  gone,  and  he  did  not 
know  which  fork  to  follow.  He  chose  what  he 
thought  was  the  right  one  and  walked  on.  Then 
the  moon  went  under  a cloud  and  Paul  could  not 
even  see  the  water.  He  wandered  around  in  the 
darkness.  The  trees  grew  thick  and  tangled;  the 
thorn  bushes  scratched  his  hands  and  face  and  tore 
his  clothes.  All  the  animals  were  gone.  The  only 
thing  Paul  could  hear  was  the  scraping  of  dead 
branches  rubbing  against  each  other  in  the  wind. 

When  the  moon  came  out  again,  Paul  found  him- 
self at  the  edge  of  a clearing.  The  area  was  clut- 
tered with  rags,  and  bones,  and  broken  furniture. 

A hideous  woman  sat  in  front  of  a tiny  house.  She 
kept  muttering  to  herself  and  looking  about  her. 
Suddenly  she  saw  Paul.  With  a horrible  shriek,  she 
rose,  and  before  he  could  turn  and  run,  she  grabbed 
him. 

“Hee!  Heel”  she  cackled.  “You  were  spying  on 
an  old  woman,  weren’t  you?  I think  I will  turn 
you  into  a toad!”  She  started  making  strange 
noises  to  work  out  her  spell  on  him;  then  she 
changed  her  mind  and  said:  “You’d  be  of  more 
use  to  me  if  you  keep  cpmpany  to  the  other  one 
and  fatten  up  a bit.”  She  pushed  him  head  first 
into  the  little  house  and  slammed  the  door. 

Paul  blinked  his  eyes  in  the  darkness.  When  he 
could  see  the  inside  of  the  house,  he  was  very  sur- 
prised to  find  a beautiful  young  girl  sitting  in  the 
corner.  She  had  been  crying.  “Who  are  you?”  he 
asked,  “and  how  did  you  get  here?” 

“My  name  is  Princess  Laughter,”  she  said.  “I 
used  to  live  in  a palace  a long  way  from  here.  My 
father  is  a king.  That  old  woman  is  a witch  who 
stole  me  and  brought  me  here  to  be  her  slave 
because  she  did  not  like  the  sound  of  my  happy 
laughter.  She  said  she  would  keep  me  for  a year 
and  then  she  was  going  to  eat  me!  My  father  does 
not  know  where  I am,  and  so  he  can’t  help  me. 

The  year  is  up  tomorrow,  and  I have  no  way  to 
escape.  I am  going  to  die!”  She  began  to  cry 
again. 

Paul  tried  to  comfort  her.  He  had  fallen  in  love 
with  her  because  she  was  so  beautiful  and  unhappy, 
but  he  did  not  know  what  he  could  do  to  help  her. 
They  spent  the  night  in  despair,  afraid  that  the 
witch  would  come  any  time  and  eat  the  Princess. 


When  morning  came,  Paul  suddenly  remembered 
his  whistle.  With  a smile  he  pulled  it  out  of  his 
pocket. 

“What  is  it?”  Princess  Laughter  asked.  “May  I 
see  it?” 

“Shhh,”  Paul  said,  “Be  quiet  and  peek  out  the 
window  and  see  where  the  witch  is  about.”  She 
was  nowhere  to  be  seen,  so  Paul  put  the  whistle  to 
his  lips  and  blew  as  hard  as  he  knew  how.  Immed- 
iately the  dragon  came  and  stuck  its  head  in  the 
window. 

“Dragon,  Dragon,  gentle  Dragon,  take  us  out  of 
this  place  quickly  before  the  witch  comes  back. 

She  wants  to  eat  Princess  Laughter  for  her  break- 
fast.” 

“I  can’t  take  you  both  at  once,”  said  the  Dragon. 
“One  of  you  must  stay  here.” 

“Then  take  Princess  Laughter,”  Paul  said.  “I’ll 
stay  here  to  wait  for  the  witch.”  He  helped  the 
Princess  climb  out  the  window.  She  walked  over 
the  body  of  the  Dragon  who  had  made  himself 
fifty  feet  long.  She  went  up  the  row  of  his  blue 
dots  as  if  they  were  a ladder  and  settled  herself 
between  his  wings.  “Goodbye,  sweet  Princess 
Laughter,  and  Bon  Voyage,  and  remember  me 
when  you  get  home,”  said  Paul. 

The  Dragon  rose  in  air  like  a giant  bird  and  dis- 
appeared to  go  to  the  Palace  of  Princess  Laughter. 
Paul  looked  down  at  his  whistle:  it  had  crumbled 
to  a little  pile  of  white  ashes  in  his  hand. 

When  the  witch  returned  and  found  that  the 
princess  had  escaped,  she  became  furious.  “My 
princess  is  gone!”  she  shrieked.  “You  will  have  to 
pay  for  this  robbery.  I’ll  have  you  for  breakfast 
instead.”  She  gathered  a huge  pile  of  firewood 
and  set  a big  black  kettle  over  the  fire.  As  she 
waited  for  the  water  to  boil,  she  danced  round  and 
round  the  fire  reading  aloud  her  magic  recipe  from 
an  old  black  book. 

“Two  Lzzard’s  tails  for  flavor,  a shriveled  crow, 
dog’s  bones,  cow  dung,”  she  shrieked  as  she  was 
putting  the  ingredients  into  her  stew. 

Paul  thought  he  was  finished.  The  stew  had 
begun  to  boil,  and  he  knew  that  soon  she  would 
throw  him  in  the  big  black  pot.  “Dragon,  Dragon, 
gentle  Dragon,  alas!”  he  cried.  “You  will  arrive 
too  late.” 

But,  as  the  witch  turned  around  to  get  Paul,  a 
huge  puff  of  green  smoke  and  wind  blew  out  the 
fire.  Paul’s  Dragon  had  arrived.  He  made  himself 
very  small  again  so  the  witch  could  not  see  him. 
Suddenly  he  grew  up  fifty  feet  long  in  front  of  the 
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witch.  His  body  was  sticking  out  quite  far  into 
the  forest  and  had  broken  through  the  wall  of  the 
cottage.  “Give  the  boy  back  to  me!”  the  Dragon 
roared.  Even  his  eyes  flashed  flames. 

“He’s  mine!”  cried  the  witch,  for  she  thought 
the  Dragon  wanted  Paul  to  eat  him  up  too.  “If 
you  want  a boy,  go  get  your  own.  This  one  wan- 
dered in  my  clearing,  and  he  rightfully  belongs  to 
me.” 

Suddenly  the  Dragon  blew  a huge  black  cloud 
of  billowing  smoke.  In  an  instant  the  witch’s 
house  was  burned  and  gone.  Paul  was  free.  The 
witch  became  so  angry  that  she  she  ran  around 
shrieking  and  tearing  her  hair  and  clothes.  She  dis- 
appeared into  the  woods  and  was  never  seen  again. 

Paul  sat  between  the  Dragon’s  wings,  and  like 
Princess  Laughter  was  flown  to  the  palace  of  her 
father  and  dropped  there.  Then  the  Dragon  left 
immediately,  for  good  dragons  are  very  busy 
always.  They  have  many  things  to  do.  The  king 
was  very  grateful  to  Paul  for  rescuing  his  daughter. 
He  gave  him  half  his  kingdom  as  a reward.  Then 
he  gave  Paul  the  Princess  Laughter  too,  since  they 
were  very  much  in  love  already.  They  were  mar- 
ried the  very  next  day  and  continued  to  be  very 
happy. 


Walking  home,  following  Meeting  for  Worship 
and  First  Day  School,  Celandine,  6 year  old, 
told  me  this  poem  which  I took  down. 
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Girard  Roscoe  and  Celandine  Miller 
Multnomah  Meeting 


Annual  Fall  Family  Retreat 

Each  year  at  this  time,  summer’s  twilight, 
the  approach  of  fall,  salmon,  scared, 
battered,  with  single  mind,  struggle 
for  miles,  upstream,  against  the  current. 

To  spawn.  To  die.  To  reproduce.  On-going 
life-death  cycle.  Perpetual  song.  Dance. 

Non-stop  Ferris  wheel,  raising  above 
and  dipping  beneath  horizons. 

On  their  journey,  salmon,  herd  themselves, 
are  gathered,  in  deep,  still,  clear  pools 
beneath  waterfalls  cascading  over 
cliffs  ten,  fifteen,  sometimes  twenty 
feet  tall. 

As  if  by  appointment,  single  salmon 
leave  the  herd,  circle  wide,  then  straight-a-way 
approach  the  falls  — leap,  hang  in  the  air, 
twist,  turn.  Sometimes  a successful 
ascent.  “Now  that  one  made  it  up  and  over.” 
Applause.  Hurrah!  Sometimes  bouncing 
off  the  cliff  s,  grey,  slippery  walls,  pro- 
pelled backwards,  down,  rejected. 

To  try  again,  or  join  the  abandoned, 
bleached-out  carcasses  of  dead  salmon 
floating  atop  the  stream’s  edge,  or 
lying  still  on  its  banks. 

Like  salmon,  we  too  gather.  We  seek. 

We  find  ourselves  surrounded  by  the 

drowning  stream  of  truth,  of  single 

heart  and  mind.  “To  bear  the  beams  of  Love.” 

Girard  Roscoe 
Multnomah  Meetir 


Prayer 

Lord, 

deliver  me  from  expectations  and  give  to  me 
the  trust  in  love  that  all  proceeds  as  it  is  meant  to 
be, 

that  looking  forward  I can  easily  let  go, 
that  being  rooted  and  uplifted,  I can  embrace 
whatever  winds  around  me  blow. 

I pray  I will  be  full  ready  always  to  let  fly 
Thy  Spirit,  knowing  better  than  do  I, 
in  what  directions,  on  what  paths 
the  truth  for  it  doth  lie. 

Betsy  Dearborn 

Strawberry  Creek  Preparative  Meeting 
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It  was  cold 

and  green  when  I came  to  the  city 
to  carry  messages. 

I live  on  the  sidewalk 
downtown,  with  a knife  — 
blade,  no  handle. 

My  map’s  turned  yellow.  I tear  off 
brittle  corners,  neighborhoods, 
to  start  fires. 

The  fog  smells  of  old  air, 
hiss,  from  a bike  tire. 

These  people  are  fragile 
like  wooden  ice  — 
cream  spoons, 

hiding  in  light-flashing  jewels. 

I know  the  darkness  inside  stones. 

I’m  a bitter  pill,  crumbling 
on  the  back  of  God’s  dry  tongue. 

Paul  Jolly 

Strawberry  Creek  Preparative  Meeting 


The  Moulting 

It  started  with  a crack 
Beneath  the  brain. 

My  armor-skin  began  to  split 
All  down  my  back. 

How  painfully  I brought 
Myself  out  of  my  mail. 

Heaving  and  breathless, 

Exposed  and  tender,  still  I fought. 

Fighting  against  a part 
Of  me,  I struggled  free. 

A-tremble  now,  I stretched. 

I felt  the  swelling  of  my  heart. 

The  old  skin  lay 
Discarded  while 
A creature  born  anew 
Grew  in  the  new  day. 

Soft  and  pliant  then 
I grew  until  I pushed  against 
My  hardening  carapace 
And  knew  it  must  be  done  again. 

Madge  Seaver 

San  Francisco  Meeting 


On  Entering  My  Own  Church 

Bonnie  Wells,  Orange  County  Meeting 

The  sun  is  setting  behind  me  causing  Mount 
Baxter  in  front  of  me  to  glow  as  bright  as  a red 
brick.  A giant  solid  boulder  of  granite  is  beneath 
me.  Iam  wearing  my  oversized  yellow  “Al” 
t-shirt,  my  blue  shorts,  and  my  grey  hiking  boots. 
Today’s  hike  had  been  an  easy  one;  tomorrow’s 
will  be  tougher.  I should  be  helping  with  the  din- 
ner preparations,  and  yet  something  is  holding  me 
here.  Is  it  the  reflection  on  the  lake?  I’m  not 
sure.  I must  stay  here  and  enjoy  all  that  is  around 
me.  This  rock  is  fluttering  ever  so  slightly  because 
of  the  evening  breeze  around  me.  An  aroma  of 
pine  smoke  tickles  my  nose.  I hear:  occasional 
talking,  trees  whispering  their  good  nights,  the  lake 
sloshing  at  its  bank,  and  the  hooves  of  four  big- 
horn sheep  climbing  up  the  hill. 

Momentarily  I take  root;  I am  growing  in  this 
spot,  using  all  that  surrounds  me  as  my  nourish- 
ment. All  of  my  worries  and  pains  vanish,  as  my 
body  is  massaged  by  an  orgasmic  surge  of  emotion. 
I’m  in  a playful  mood  now;  I want  to  run,  to 
dance,  to  sing,  and  to  do  somersaults!  If  I were  to 
move,  however,  this  whole  instant  would  fade  into 
my  memory.  I have  entered  my  own  church,  with 
God’s  gifts  surrounding  me.  A warmth  engulfs  me 
in  slow  motion  like  butterscotch  on  ice  cream 
This  moment  is  passing;  I’m  feeling  “all’s  right 
with  the  world”  just  because  I have  been  hugged 
by  an  angel  of  nature. 


On  Saving  the  World 

You  have  a world  to  save,  my  sweet; 

I want  to  salvage  me. 

Your  causes  are  magnificent; 

My  need  is  charity. 

Your  concerns  range  far  and  wide; 
Love  seems  a narrow  door. 

Is  there  some  quiet  meeting-ground 
Where  we  have  been  before? 

Well-met  our  worlds  if  joined  to  find 
In  mercies  of  this  place, 

That  universe  which  moves  but  holds, 
And  keeps  the  centered  space. 

Jeanne  Lohmann 
San  Francisco  Meeting 
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Mother’s  Day  Meeting 

There  will  be  no  weeping 

Hallelujah,  Hallelujah 

You  can  touch  the  silence 

Warm  breasts  flowing  love 

Full  of  meaning 

Changes  crossing  out  of  time 

Eyes  crying  . . . silence  swallows  the  sound 

It  was  like  a mother’s  love 

Love  is  a fuschia  basket 

Beauty  in  soul  — not  bodies  only 

Love  — nothing  exists  without  it 

Life  — I love  you 

Load  your  guns  with  purple  crayons 
Being  is  not  in  the  news 

Rogue  Valley  Worship  Group 
A serendipity-magic  poem 

Marjorie  Kellogg  writes  that  this  poem  was  created 
by  the  worship  group  with  each  Friend  contribu- 
ting a line  of  verse  expressing  the  mood  of  the 
day  — the  Spirit  of  the  Gathering.  The  slips  of 
paper  with  verses  are  put  in  a basket  and  drawn 
out  at  random  to  form  the  poem. 


Springtime 

OH!  I hope  I get  to  be  old! 

I’m  sixty-seven  now. 

Just  beginning. 

When  I tear  down  the  hill 
On  my  bicycle,  riding  the  wind, 

I wonder  what’s  ahead 

And  when  I’m  going  to  get  there. 

Meanwhile  . . . WHEEE  . . . 


“Die  and  be  born.” 

(Eskimo  of  sleep) 

Young  as  yesterday 

Old  as  tomorrow 

For  I was  but  born  today. 

Miraculous!  Today  is  always. 

I,  a handful  of  air. 

Eve  Damus 
Palomar  Meeting 
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What  Happens  in  Meeting  for  Worship? 

“Meeting  is  kind  of  a thinking  time.  I think 
of  anything  that  comes  to  mind.” 

“Sometimes  I find  the  answer  to  some  question,  like 
what  to  do  about  an  argument  Fve  had  with  my  friends.” 

“Meeting  kind  of  bores  me  because  I can’t  get  anything 
out  of  it.  I try!” 

“It’s  a time  to  think  about  who  you  are.  A time  to  go  deeper  than  thought 
to  the  inner  light  and  feel  its  presence,  pushing,  changing.” 

“Nothing  much  happens  in  Meeting.” 

“I  only  come  because  my  parents  make  me.” 
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What  Is  7owr  Opinion  About  Meeting?  Why  Do  You  Come? 

Going  to  Meeting  is  like  following  a trail  in  the 
mountains  you’ve  never  taken  before.  You  cannot  know 
ahead  of  time  what  it  will  be  like. 

Instead  of  walking,  looking,  listening,  touching, 
smelling,  even  perhaps  tasting  as  you  do  on  a hike; 
in  Meeting  you  sit,  relax  the  body,  travel  an  inner  trail, 
using  the  inner,  non-physical  senses.  Seeing  things, 
perhaps  with  the  “mind’s  eye,”  feeling  things,  thinking, 
remembering,  anticipating. 
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When  there  is  a feeling  of  something  happening  that  is  more  than  you  and  especially  when 
words  come  that  seem  to  express  the  experience,  then  you  may  wish  to  share  it.  This  takes 
courage.  But  if  the  spirit  keeps  prodding  and  if  you  do,  there  is  a sense  of  release  and  right- 
ness, and  you  and  others  are  helped. 

Jr.  Friends  and  Helen  Stritmatter  of  Eastside  Meeting 
Drawings:  Allan  Fulle 
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Holy  Continuum 

We  labor 
We  endure 
We  love 

We  know  not  what  we  leave  — 

Our  being 

The  weft  on  a dreadful  warp 
Weaving  in 

The  unceasing  terror  and  beauty 
Of  its  designs 

Mary  B.  Isely 
University  Meeting 


The  Peace  Testimony  in  jazz 

(or:  300  years  of  following  the  same  bouncing 
ball  has  our  heads  nodding  a little  blearily.) 

We  utterly  dig  all  life 

All  of  it,  baby, 

all  them  loves  and  joys  — 

for  Jesus  He  teach  us  to  be  cool 

so  we  can  dig  all  life 

now  cool  is  not  hot 

cool  is  make  peace  a lot 

we  be  hip 

that  the  Spirit  is  one  cheerful  cat 

and  we  know  This  Dude 

would  not  teach  us  no  lie  about  getting  high 

we  are  ever  moved  to  shake  and  quake 

and  embrace  all  we  meet  with  our  inward  song 

for  the  dance  hall,  baby,  ain’t  complete 

till  that  last  saint  comes  marching  in 

hearing  the  Word 

and  humming  along. 

An  anonymous  Young  Friend 

from  Southern  California 


F riend-in-the-Orien t Co  mmit  tee 
Announcement 

Leonard  and  Martha  Dart  plan  to  drive  north  in 
January  as  far  as  Seattle  (weather  permitting)  and 
will  be  happy  to  share  with  Friends  en  route  their 
experiences  in  India,  including  a slide  and  tape  pre- 
sentation, “Glimpses  of  the  Search  for  God.”  Any 
Friends  who  would  like  to  have  the  Darts  share 
with  them  should  write  before  the  Christmas  mail 
rush  so  that  plans  can  be  made.  They  may  be 
reached  at  421  W.  8th  Street,  Claremont,  CA 
91711,(714)  626-5782. 


/ 


'YlAoL.j  < 9 rs~ 


Mary  Alice  Steinhardt 
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<Jhz  %rlist  Jalks  Do  HerseCJ 

Come  now,  . 

It's  onlii  a blank  piece  of  paper. 

Itcanfhunwu., 

estop  circling,  pvgeting,  arranging, 
rut  down  a stroke. 

li~ee!  One  stroke 
I nd  the  magnitude  of  the  distance 
between  aspiration  arid  performance 
_ Jecomes  manifest  out  inert, 

Where  l can  see  it, 

Where  everyone  can  see  it. 

Confront  it  again. 

Cyme  to  terms  with  it.  , 

Okay,  so  you  are  no  Georgia  0 Keefe, 
h that  a crime7. 

Step  by  dogged  step,  you  do  what  you  can. 

lui  the  time,  the  energy  l 
Jsettef  spend  it  on  the  people 
Sagging  your  imaginary  skirts, 

On  the  world,  waiting  to  he  saved  by  you. 

Target  it. 

ypu  fuwy  what  you  must  do 
Tpr  #e  health  ot  your  soui. 


dry  to  put  town  Wha 
%rw  as  you,  work , 
qhe  art  will  reveal  to  you 
Jhings  you  don't  yet  know. 

he  work  will  remain t 
W sometimes  another  person 
yUC  he  nourished  in  spirit 
y what  is  There, 
that  as  it  may. 

Tut  down  a stroke  ! 

Tifary  ULict  5^ein!itir}t 


you 


your  mind, 
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On  Visiting  the  Fluor  Corporation 
About  Its  Role  in  South  Africa 

Corporate  headquarters  — 

Glass  and  chrome  appear  to  rise 
From  the  next  century, 

Divorced  from  earth; 

Polished  granite  floors 

Where  human  tracks  are  carefully 

Wiped  away 

To  keep  it  shining  smooth. 

Receptionists  enact  their  roles. 
Security  cards  are  issued, 

Replacing  personal  identities. 

Thick  hall  carpets  (white) 

And  plush  velour  walls  (white) 

Hush  our  voices 
And  mute  our  urgency 
In  raising  human  issues. 

Expecting  release  from 
Elevator  cell, 

We  exit  to  a larger  room. 
Claustrophobia  rises 
As  we  scan 
Windowless  walls 
And  massive  oaken  doors, 

All  shut  tight. 

A beauty  parlor,  Colgate  face 
Inspects  us  from  a TV  screen. 

We  must  respond  by  phone 
Before  entry  is  allowed. 

Revlon  nails  point  toward 
An  imposing  office. 

Can  we  touch  the  hearts  of  those 
Who  work  in  such  a place? 

What  process  of  osmosis 
Fills  a human  heart 
With  chrome  and  glass 
And  highly  polished  granite, 

So  vice-presidents  can  say 
From  sumptuous  isolation: 

“Human  rights  should  go  to  Blacks 
When  they  are  civilized.” 

My  soul  was  stunned, 

Already  intimidated  by  architects’ 
Callous  disregard  for  human  scale. 
Though  inner  turmoil  raged, 

I found  myself  immobilized 
And  know  I failed 
To  express  my  own  humanity, 

To  adequately  confront  and  challenge. 


To  know  that  such  a different  world  exists 
Is  to  know  the  magnitude 
Of  the  task  we  undertake; 

To  know  that  barriers 
Of  chrome  and  glass  and  heart 
Are  formidable  indeed, 

And  that  we  cannot 
Be  passive,  weak,  naive. 

We  must  rely  upon  the  Spirit 

To  fill  our  hearts 

With  God’s  righteous  anger. 

We  must  be  strong  and  sure 
Of  facts  and  argument. 

Let  knowledge  of  human  suffering 
Animate  our  faith  and  fortify  resolve 
To  persevere  in  love  and  struggle. 

Ann  Stever 
University  Meeting 

Wilamette  Quarterly  Meeting 
November  11-12 
Emily  H.  Burns 
Salem  Friends  Meeting 

Coming  from  widely  scattered  Oregon  areas,  99 
Friends  and  children  gathered  in  melodious  har- 
mony on  a frosty  but  sunny  weekend  in  the  pri- 
mitive evergreen  forest  at  Camp  Fire  Girls’  Camp 
Wilani  on  Belton  Hill  near  Eugene.  Families  and 
singles  arrived  bright  and  early  from  Multnomah, 
Salem,  Corvallis  and  Eugene  Meetings  and  from 
worship  groups  south  in  Rogue  and  Umpqua  river 
valleys,  from  around  Hood  river  and  the  Tri-cities 
area  along  the  Columbia  river  in  the  north. 

Most  joyous  business  considered  was  about  the 
healthy  growth  of  Friends  in  the  Northwest.  That 
included  the  proposal  by  isolated  Friends  of  the 
Hood  river  region  to  form  the  Mountain  View 
Meeting  under  the  care  of  Multnomah  Meeting; 
the  report  from  southern  isolated  Friends  in  the 
Rogue  Valley  about  forming  a worship  group; 
other  Friends  in  the  south  worshiping  together  as 
the  Friends  Umpqua  Valley  Worship  Group;  and 
isolated  Friends  of  the  TRI-CITIES  region  form- 
ing the  Mid-Columbia  Worship  Group  which 
includes  Friends  in  and  near  Kenewick,  Richland 
and  Pasco,  Washington,  and  in  nearby  Hermiston, 
Oregon. 

This  encouraging  growth  of  Friends  in  the 
Oregon-Washington  Northwest  warmed  Friends 
hearts  while  a crackling  fireside  helped  to  warm 
their  winter-garbed  bodies.  The  lilting  harmony 
of  choral  hymn  singing  warmed  and  enlightened 
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their  spirits,  inspiring  some  deeply  religious 
testimonies. 


The  Silence 

For  me 

The  silence  is  a presence 
Palpable  in  air 
Sometimes  dull,  oppressive 
But  then 
Soft  and  floating 
As  in  a dream. 

The  silence  is  myself 
My  alter  ego 
Known  and  unknown 
Coming  and  going 
Not  free 

And  not  imprisoned. 

The  silence  is  a world 
Not  discovered 
Few  marked  paths 
Many  dead  ends 
Some  resting  places 
A world  to  wander  in. 

For  me 

The  silence  is  a world 
Where  people  wander 
Hoping  to  touch 
One  another 
God 

The  unity 
that  may  be  God 
or  the  spirit 
holy  or  unholy 
moving  among  us. 

For  me 

The  silence  is  a world 
Inside  locked  gates 
And  the  magic  word 
That  opens  the  gates 
Changes  from  day  to  day. 

I search  my  pockets 
for  the  lost  key 
I search  my  mind 
For  the  forgotten  words. 
The  keeper  at  the  gates 
Is  solemn  and  wise 
Let  me  in!  I cry. 

He  shakes  his  head 
And  raises  his  hand 
Patience  — patience 
I weep  dry  tears 


Pace  up  and  down 
But  if  I am  patient 
Slowly,  bit  by  bit 
An  opening  is  made 
In  the  gate. 

I enter  the  silence. 

Beatrice  Miller 
Orange  Grove  Meeting 

Poem  for  My  Desk 

My  desk  wants  too  much. 

What’s  on  it  is  my  life 
in  bundles  and  piles, 
a clutter  of  separations 
nudging  one  another. 

It  asks  for  ordering: 

Books  on  the  corners 

wanting  time  and  attention. 

Poets  and  polemics, 
stories  and  journeys. 

I never  get  enough. 

Bills  wanting  checks. 

Appeals  from  too  many 
good  causes.  They 
ask  fine  discriminations. 

Who’s  hurting  most?  A 
subtle  sense  of  guilty  priorities. 

Lists.  Things  to  be  done. 

Things  to  buy. 

People  to  call. 

Places  to  go. 

Fill  out  these  forms. 

References  and 
recommendations. 

Letters  cry  answer. 

Love  is  what  they  want. 

There’s  my  journal  here 
wide  open 
asking  for  words, 
for  synthesis, 
last  night’s  dreams. 

Always  the  fragments 
wanting 

to  be  pieced  together. 

Becoming  whole. 

Jeanne  Lohmann 
San  Francisco  Meeting 
(Reprinted  by  permission 
from  Where  The  Field  Goes) 
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Arizona  Half-Yearly  Meeting 

Lou  Jeanne  Catlin 
Phoenix  Friends  Meeting 

Arizona  Half-Yearly  Meeting  was  held  October 
14-15,  1978,  in  Sedona,  Arizona.  Flagstaff  was 
the  host  Meeting;  they  arranged  for  a campground 
along  the  banks  of  Oak  Creek  and  an  Episcopal  par- 
ish hall  a few  miles  away  for  our  gatherings  and 
meals. 

Dan  Shaffer  spoke  on  “Water  Rights  of  Indians,” 
and  at  the  business  meeting,  it  was  agreed  after 
deep  consideration  that  the  Half-Yearly  Meeting 
will  accept  the  invitation  of  the  Arizona  Ecumeni- 
cal Council  to  become  a member.  A carefully 
worded  minute  was  drawn  up  that  would  be 
acceptable  to  all  Friends. 

The  campground  experience  was  new  to  many 
of  us  and  gave  a special  closeness  to  the  group  — 
freedom  for  families  to  mingle  informally  both  in 
the  mornings  for  coffee  and  a chat  and  at  the  close 
of  the  day’s  activities  for  playing  and  visiting  and 
singing  around  the  campfire. 

Arizona’s  smallest  meeting  hosted  our  largest 
gathering  yet,  over  140  attenders. 


Alphabet  Soup  Is  Cooking 

The  Ad  Hoc  Young  Friends  Peace  and  Social 
Action  Committee  (Y.F.P.S.A.)  met  at  John 
Woolman  School  during  College  Park’s  Quarterly 
for  worship  which  led  to  business.  It  was  clear  to 
the  committee  that  the  issue  of  conscription  is  an 
issue  we  feel  moved  to  take  action  on.  In  the  next 
few  months  information  will  be  compiled  with  the 
intent  to  form  a Young  Friends  newsletter.  If  any- 
one has  any  information  that  would  be  helpful, 
please  contact  Bonnie  Wells  as  soon  as  possible  at 
160  Lexington  Lane,  Costa  Mesa,  CA  92626. 


Teachers  Needed  in  Tokyo 

Two  teachers  needed:  Friends  School,  Tokyo, 
Japan,  needs  women  sympathetic  to  Friends  and 
Friends’  testimonies  to  teach  English  conversa- 
tion, two  year  commitment  preferred,  starting 
September,  1979. 

For  further  information  contact  the  Friends 
Council  on  Education,  1507  Cherry  Street,  Phila- 
delphia, PA  19102. 


Report  of  CPQM  Committee 
on  Sufferings 

In  a phone  interview  Monte  Cardwell,  Clerk  of 
the  College  Park  Quarterly  Meeting  Committee  on 
Sufferings,  reported  the  difficulties  involved  in 
attempts  to  minister  to  Fred  Moore,  attender  of 
Palo  Alto  Meeting,  who  is  currently  imprisoned  for 
his  part  in  the  anti-nuclear  demonstration  at  Diablo 
Canyon.  (See  Friends  Bulletin,  Nov.  ’78  issue.)  It 
is  Monte’s  experience  that  the  Religious  Society  of 
Friends  is  not  considered  by  jail  authorities  to  be 
a bona  fide  religious  group  who  can  be  allowed  to 
minister  to  its  members  and  attenders  who  are 
imprisoned.  Friends  have  repeatedly  been  refused 
religious  visitation  with  Sam  Tyson  and  Peter 
Klotz-Chamberlain,  and  now  with  Fred  Moore. 

Mail  and  phone  requests  have  largely  been  ignored 
even  by  the  prison  chaplain.  Fred  has  not  been 
allowed  to  receive  Friends  Bulletin.  We  do  not 
know  what  other  mail  may  also  be  withheld. 

Monte  was  refused  permission  by  the  sheriff  of 
San  Luis  Obispo  to  meet  with  Fred  for  worship  on 
Thanksgiving  Day.  However,  Monte  planned  to 
make  the  trip  from  San  Francisco  anyway  to  wor- 
ship with  Friends  outside  the  county  jail  as  an 
expression  of  Friends’  concerns  for  the  religious 
freedom  of  prisoners  and  as  an  act  of  solidarity 
with  Fred. 

Monte  requests  of  Friends  the  following  help: 

1)  Can  you  volunteer  legal  services 
through  the  Peace  and  Social  Concerns  Committee 
of  CPQM?  Contact  Margaret  Mossman,  Clerk,  at 
1219  - 28th  Ave.,  San  Francisco,  CA  94122, 
phone:  (415)  564-0069. 

2)  Can  you  volunteer  time  and  energy  to 
help  confront  prison  authorities  with  regard  to  the 
religious  freedom  of  inmates  and  their  rights  to 
receive  mail?  Please  contact  Monte  at  1 1 Laussat 
St.,  San  Francisco,  CA  94102,  phone:  (41 5) 
621-5379. 

Those  of  you  wishing  to  write  supportive  letters 
to  Fred  Moore,  whose  statement  on  sentencing  will 
be  published  in  the  January  Friends  Bulletin,  may 
address  mail  to  him:  I.D.  No.  48000,  D-l,  San  Luis 
Obispo  County  Jail,  P.O.  Box  32,  San  Luis  Obispo, 
CA  93406.  Letters  to  Judge  Harold  Johnson  of 
the  San  Luis  Obispo  Municipal  Court,  San  Luis 
Obispo,  CA  93401  requesting  that  Fred’s  sentence 
be  reduced  would  be  helpful,  since  the  misdemean- 
ors involved  do  not  merit  the  maximum  penalty  of 
six  months  and  a $500  fine. 
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Children’s  Creative  Response  to 
Conflict  Team  to  Visit  CPQM 

Jane  Ann  Smith,  project  director,  and  Priscilla 
Prutzman,  author  of  A Friendly  Classroom  for  a 
Small  Planet,  will  be  leading  workshops  in  Northern 
California  from  January  20-27,  1979.  The  Creative 
Response  to  Conflict  Association  was  formerly  a 
project  of  the  Quaker  Project  on  Community  Con- 
flict sponsored  by  New  York  Yearly  Meeting. 
Priscilla  and  Jane  Ann  have  led  numerous  work- 
shops training  teachers  in  creative  ways  to  deal 
with  conflict  situations.  The  techniques  which 
have  a unique  Quaker  approach  were  developed  for 
the  New  York  City  Schools  and  have  been  grate- 
fully received  across  the  country. 

Their  visit  will  begin  by  attending  the  College 
Park  Quarterly  Meeting,  January  20,  in  San 
Francisco  where  they  have  been  invited  to  make 
a presentation. 

Monday,  Tuesday,  and  Wednesday  evenings  the 
team  will  teach  a beginning  workshop  in  Children’s 
Creative  Response  to  Conflict  at  the  Berkeley 
Friends  Meeting  House,  7-10  pm.  This  class  is 
accredited  through  Dominican  College  of  San 
Rafael.  The  same  basic,  one  unit  course  will  be 
repeated  on  the  week-end,  Friday  January  26, 

7-10  pm  and  Saturday  January  27,  9 am  - 4 pm  at 
the  Martin  Luther  King  School  in  Richmond  which 
is  co-sponsoring  the  workshop. 

Those  who  would  like  leadership  training  experi- 
ence in  the  methods  of  the  Children’s  Creative 
Approach  to  Conflict  may  earn  two  units  by 
attending  the  first  class,  Monday  - Wednesday,  plus 
a special  session  Thursday  evening  and  then  assist- 
ing in  the  instruction  on  the  weekend  class.  Tui- 
tion is  $35  for  one  unit,  $60  for  two  units.  Written 
follow-up  papers  are  required  to  earn  credit  from 
Dominican  Extension.  Non-credit  participants 
may  attend  on  a space  available  basis  for  $25. 

Jane  Ann  Smith  and  Priscilla  Prutzman  will  be 
available  for  school  and  classroom  visitation  dur- 
ing the  week  of  January  22-26.  Quaker  teachers 
and  others  who  may  already  be  using  some  of  the 
approaches  recommended  by  the  Children’s  Crea- 
tive Response  to  Conflict  program  will  welcome 
their  presence. 

Discussions  at  Pacific  Yearly  Meeting  last  sum- 
mer, especially  in  the  Friends  in  the  Schools  Com- 
mittee, prompted  the  invitation  to  Jane  Ann  Smith 
and  Priscilla  Prutzman  to  come  and  lead  these 
workshops  and  make  themselves  available  for 


school  visits. 

It  is  hoped  that  attendance  at  the  workshops 
and  visitation  fees  will  generate  enough  income  to 
pay  for  the  costs  of  the  workshops  and  the  travel 
of  the  trainers.  Contributions  to  this  project, 
refundable  if  attendance  is  good,  will  be  gratefully 
accepted.  For  information,  contact  Elizabeth 
Israel  Jones,  1587  Koch  Lane,  San  Jose,  CA  95125, 
(408)  266-0559,  or  Tom  and  Sandy  Farley,  regis- 
trars, (41 5)  472-5577,  P.O.  Box  4411,  San  Rafael, 
CA  94903. 


News  of  the  Cyclone  Project 

Nette  Bossert  has  written  to  report  on  the  first 
phase  of  the  Quaker  Cyclone  Project  in  India. 
Excerpts  from  her  letter  follow: 

“After  landing  with  our  belongings  in  a bullock 
cart,  our  first  task  was  to  set  up  tents  and  get  the 
fire  burning  for  the  first  meal.  Our  luggage  was 
unloaded  under  the  huge  tamarind  tree  and  the 
village  children  helped  us  to  bring  our  belongings 
into  the  tents.  They  also  gathered  our  first  fire- 
wood. The  gales  from  the  sea  and  at  other  times 
from  inland  were  terrific  and  so  was  the  blazing 
sun.  Yet  at  night  the  moon  was  full  and  the  cool 
breezes  most  refreshing,  and  the  huge  lake  silver- 
surfaced. 

“After  we  had  settled  ourselves,  Laurie  Baker 
quickly  measured  the  land  and  calculated  the 
required  materials  for  the  first  Core  House,  a tra- 
ditional Andhra  House  with  thatched  roof,  but 
with  a cyclone  proof  centre  in  which  men  and  ani- 
mals can  take  shelter  when  the  cyclone  warning 
comes.  Some  of  us  set  out  in  various  directions  to 
obtain  bamboo,  bricks,  cement,  lime,  string, 
leaves,  wellrings,  etc. 

“We  all  shared  a shortcoming  which  was  some- 
times amusing.  We  did  not  speak  the  local  lan- 
guage, nor  did  we  speak  one  another’s  language  as 
a team.  Some  spoke  exclusively  Malayalam,  others 
only  Hindi,  or  English,  or  Tamil,  or  Telegu.  At 
one  time  one  Friend  queried  another  Friend: 

‘Shall  we  have  a brief  Meeting  for  Worship  now?’ 
And  the  answer  came,  ‘Yes,  I think  full  creamed 
buffalo  milk!’ 

“The  village  people  throughout  were  very 
friendly.  They  often  came  to  the  project  to  look 
and  inquire.  But  the  fisherman  by  their  very  own 
occupation  were  prevented  from  actually  working 
with  us.  Another  reason  for  not  joining  us  in  the 
actual  work  is  the  caste-ridden  situation  of  Andhra. 

(Continued  on  page  68) 
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(News:  Cont.  from  page  67) 

Each  group  has  its  own  occupation  and  profession 
and  no  one  dares  take  up  the  work  of  an  outside 
group.  In  this  hierarchy  the  fishermen  are  on  the 
lowest  rung  of  the  ladder.  Obviously  to  some, 
housebuilding  is  a far  higher  occupation  than 
catching  fish!  We  did  enjoy  at  times  the  treat  of 
freshly  caught  fish.  Some  of  the  women 
approached  us  with  the  request  to  start  a school. 
Although  there  is  a school  in  the  proper 
Ramapuram  village  where  the  Chettys  live,  the 
fishermen’s  children  of  Ramapuramkuppam  are 
not  allowed  to  enter  or  be  admitted  to  that  school. 

“Within  four  days  after  starting  construction 
work,  the  core  of  the  first  house  was  ready  and 
the  first  thing  we  did  was  to  inaugurate  it  as  a 
Meeting  House  in  which  we  held  our  first  Sunday 
morning  Meeting  for  Worship  at  6:30  A.M.  It  is, 
indeed,  our  prayer  that  in  completing  this  demon- 
stration we  may  help  some  of  our  fellowmen  to 
live  a fuller  life,  without  constant  fear  and  anxiety. 

“We  realized  that  as  a demonstration  project  we 
must  give  a good  example  also  of  a sanitary  way 
of  living.  Thus  we  decided  to  build  along  with  the 
first  house  (although  separately)  a latrine,  a bath- 
room, a soak  pit,  and  a well.  If  you  had  seen  the 
water  we  drank,  you  would  hardly  believe  it. 

Milky,  yellow,  thickish,  saltish  — yet  we  all  got 
used  to  it  and  survived.  After  the  completion  of 
the  core  house,  the  bathroom,  the  latrine,  and  the 
well  we  started  the  layout  of  the  windlift.  This  is 
a brick  enclosed  area  of  40  x 15  feet,  the  total  back 
wall  of  which  is  to  be  completely  covered  with 
earth  up  to  8 ft.  in  height.  Inside  this  earth  struc- 
ture the  caves  are  to  be  built.  The  remaining  parts 
will  be  open.  In  this  space  the  villager  can,  accord- 
ing to  his  own  desire  and  design,  place  only  a palm- 
leaf  roof,  or  build  himself  a small  hut,  or  provide 
himself  with  a more  substantial  house.  One  such 
space  we  hope  to  use  in  the  future  for  a school 
space  and,  if  possible,  for  a prawn  culture  and 
adult  teaching  centre. 

“We  are  most  grateful  to  all  Friends  and  friends 
who  have  donated  funds.  We  are  keeping  accurate 
account  of  what  we  are  spending.  We  would  hope 
some  more  funds  may  come,  especially  in  view  of 
the  follow-up  work,  the  eventual  school,  and  a 
prawn  culture  research  centre.” 

(Friends  may  continue  to  send  checks  earmarked 
for  the  Cyclone  Projects,  made  out  to  Claremont 
Friends  Meeting,  and  sent  in  care  of  Leonard  and 
Martha  Dart,  421  W.  8th  Street,  Claremont,  CA 
91711.  This  money  will  be  sent  on  to  India  via 
Friends  Service  Council  in  London.) 


Sebastopol  Community 

Betsy  Eberhardt  is  looking  for  Friends  to  help 
create  a social-change,  Quaker  land  trust  commun- 
ity on  25  acres  of  land  near  Sebastopol. 

Following  are  six  concerns  that  have  developed 
over  the  course  of  the  year  in  connection  with  try- 
ing to  find  people  who  might  commit  themselves 
to  building  an  intentional  community  in  Sebasto- 
pol. It  is  understood  that  when  a group  is  found 
that  holds  these  views  or  most  of  them,  they  could 
be  added  to  or  altered  somewhat  to  meet  the  needs 
of  a changing  age  through  the  process  of  consen- 
sus. 

1)  A concern  that  our  actions  need  to  be  rooted 
in  serious  spiritual  commitment  which  may  be 
aided  by  meditation,  silence,  consensus,  clearness. 

2)  A concern  that  we  need  to  be  involved  as 
well  as  interested  in  social  change  and  able  to  offer 
viable  alternatives  to  the  things  we  deplore. 

3)  A concern  that  as  human  beings  we  are  cap- 
able of  continual  growth  and  development  if  we 
are  constantly  open  to  change  and  have  a holistic 
view  of  life  without  the  need  for  drugs. 

4)  A concern  that  we  be  on  the  lookout  for 
ways  to  simplify  our  lives  externally  and  internally 
by  shedding  fears  and  worries  and  overprogram- 
ming, in  addition  to  disowning  an  abundance  of 
things. 

5)  A concern  that  we  develop  our  sense  of  the 
beautiful  and  support  and  attempt  to  participate 
in  crafting  our  own  homes,  clothing,  pottery,  as 
well  as  the  other  arts. 

6)  A concern  that  we  be  willing  to  share  our 
skills  and  techniques  for  conflict  resolution,  etc. 
with  community  members  as  well  as  the  larger 
community  through  workshops,  weekend  retreats, 
etc. 

Please  contact  Betsy  at  291  Hutchins  Avenue, 
Sebastopol,  CA  95472. 

A Seattle  Area  Community  Open 

A community  of  service,  using  Friends  ways,  is 
developing  in  Seattle’s  rural  fringe.  We  are  two 
resident  families  now,  plus  several  non-resident 
persons.  There  will  be  room  soon  for  more  resi- 
dents. They  could  help  in  construction  of  new 
houses  within  the  community  in  return  for  occu- 
pancy of  one  of  them,  plus  some  subsistence, 
(office  work  is  also  needed).  There  are  adjacent 
abundant  community  organic  garden  space,  woods, 
pasture,  etc.  Contact  John  Affolter,  member  of 
Eastside  Friends  Meeting,  10218  147th  S.E., 
Renton,  WA  98055.  (206)  255-3563. 
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WHAT:  The  third  annual  New  Years  Gathering  of  Western  Young  Friends. 

WHERE:  Terramar  Science  Facility,  Charleston,  Ore.,  (across  the  bridge  from  Coos  Bay.) 

WHEN:  Thursday,  December  28  at  2 pm  until  Tuesday,  January  2 at  noon. 

WHO:  This  gathering  is  being  focused  for  Quakers  between  the  ages  of  15  and  30,  but  all 

others  are  welcome  as  they  feel  good  about  coming. 

COST:  $30.00  for  5 days.  Checks  should  be  written  to  Western  Young  Friends  and  sent  to 

Tom  and  Sandra  Farley,  P.O.  Box  441 1,  San  Rafael,  CA  94903. 

WE  COME  TOGETHER  TO  SHARE  OF  OUR  SPIRITS  AS  DEEPLY  AND  PURELY  AS 
POSSIBLE.  PLEASE,  NO  POT  OR  ALCOHOL.  BRING  FRISBEES,  SONG-SHEETS,  THINGS 
WE  CAN  ALL  SHARE  IN. 


Visitation  Committee  Request 

CPQM  Visitation  Committee  wants  names  and 
addresses  of  scattered  Friends,  and  people  inter- 
ested in  Friends,  who  live  too  far  from  a Meeting 
to  be  able  to  take  part  regularly.  We’d  especially 
like  to  know  of  any  new  worship  groups  getting 
started.  If  you  are  such  a Friend,  or  know  of  one, 
write  to  Chris  Laning,  1608  Pole  Line,  Davis,  CA 
95616.  Let  us  know  whether  you’d  like  that  name 
and  address  given  out  among  Friends  and  whether 
or  not  you’d  be  able  to  welcome  visitors. 


Invitation  to  Creative  Quakers 

Creative  Quakers  are  invited  to  help  create  a 
gathering/event/concert  at  the  Old  Mine  in 
Rutherford,  California  (Napa  Valley)  on  March  3, 
1979.  All  proceeds  will  benefit  the  Northern 
California  Office  of  the  American  Friends  Service 
Committee.  Contributions  of  ideas,  talents,  crafts, 
and  energies  should  be  communicated  to  Betsy 
Dearborn  of  Strawberry  Creek  Preparative  Meet- 
ing at  Kitka  House,  316  Athol  Avenue,  Oakland, 
CA  94606  (415)465-0598). 


Review 

CARING  FOR  ONE  ANOTHER  - Notes  for 
Overseers  in  the  Society  of  Friends.  Friends 
Home  Service  Committee,  Friends  House, 

Euston  Road,  London,  NW1  2BJ.  21  pp.  35p. 

The  list  of  oversight  duties  is  formidable.  Obvi- 
osuly,  no  one  committee  member  could  carry  on 
all  of  these  activities  and  find  time  for  anything 
else.  But  having  the  duties  listed  may  help  meetings 
and  committees  to  plan  their  work  more  effectively. 

The  second  part  of  the  booklet  lists  practical  helps, 
both  in  the  form  of  advice  and  as  concrete  sugges- 
tions on  where  to  look  for  supplemental  aid.  The 
detail  of  this  is  appropriate  only  in  Britain,  but  the 
lists  of  resources  may  serve  to  stimulate  Friends 
elsewhere  to  discover  for  themselves  emergency 
services  and  funds  available  in  their  own  commun- 
ities. 
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Young  cedar  cone 
growing 
maturing 

Spring  and  summer 
passes 

Children  swinging 
Friends  dancing 
Joyful  gathering 

Lore  Rose  David 
San  Jose  Meeting 


Lore  Rose  David 
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VITAL  STATISTICS 
Marriage 

Susan  Sanford  and  Richard  Vicenti  were  married 
under  the  care  of  Santa  Cruz  Meeting,  August  26, 
1978. 

Deaths 

The  October  30  death  of  Jan  Gellermann,  editor 
of  Santa  Monica  Meeting’s  Friendly  Notes  was  a 
loss  to  the  entire  Meeting.  Even  more  than  her 
writing  skill,  it  is  her  friendliness  and  serenity  that 
will  be  missed. 

Frances  Flail  Smith,  member  of  Palo  Alto  Meet- 
ing since  1942,  died  October  23,  1978,  at  the  age 
of  66. 

Paul  Brink,  Palo  Alto  Meeting  member  and  hus- 
band of  Virginia  Brink,  died  November  18,  1978. 

A Meeting  for  Worship  was  held  in  his  memory  at 
Palo  Alto  Meeting  on  November  25. 

MEMORIAL  MINUTES 
Etta  Berry  Vogel 

On  October  5,  Etta  Berry  Vogel,  63,  died  in 
Pasadena,  California,  of  a brain  tumor.  A graduate 
of  Friends  University  in  1942,  she  served  on  the 
staff  of  the  Pacifist  Research  Bureau  and  the  Amer- 
ican Friends  Service  Committee  in  Philadelphia  dur- 
ing World  War  II.  She  moved  to  Pasadena  with  her 
husband,  Robert  S.  Vogel,  where  she  was  active  in 
the  Friends  community  as  an  overseer  and  editor 
of  the  Orange  Grove  Meeting  RECORD,  Historian- 
Archivist  of  Pacific  Yearly  Meeting,  and  a board 
member  of  the  Quaker  Retirement  Center.  In  com- 
munity affairs  she  helped  found  the  Pasadena  Inter- 
racial Women’s  Club,  was  president  and  honorary 
life  member  of  the  PTA,  was  active  in  the  League 
of  Women  Voters,  Theatre  Americana,  and  was  a 
docent  at  Pasadena’s  Gamble  House. 

A Meeting  for  Worship  was  held  in  Etta’s  mem- 
ory at  Orange  Grove  Meeting  on  October  14.  She 
is  survived  by  her  husband,  Robert  Vogel;  her 
mother,  Stella  Berry;  four  children;  Janice  Vogel 
Tappan,  David  Vogel,  Jonathan  Vogel,  and  Russell 
Vogel;  three  grandchildren,  three  brothers  and 
five  sisters.  Contributions  to  the  Etta  Vogel 
Memorial  Fund  for  youth  work  may  be  sent  to  the 
AFSC,  980  North  Fair  Oaks  Avenue,  Pasadena,  CA 
91103. 


John  William  Dorland 

A Memorial  Service  was  held  at  Orange  Grove 
Friends  Meeting  House,  on  Sunday,  July  30,  1978, 
for  member  John  William  Dorland,  who  was  born 
July  18,  1884  in  Wellington,  Ontario,  Canada,  and 
died  July  1 1 , 1978  in  Pasadena,  California.  He  was 
a graduate  of  Temple  University  Dental  School  1906 
and  practiced  dentistry  in  Bristol,  Pennsylvania 
1907-191 1.  Following  that,  he  began  a dental  prac- 
tice in  Pasadena  in  1913  and  retired  in  1956  after 
forty-three  years. 

John  Dorland  received  the  Red  Cross  Foreign 
Service  Certificate  for  volunteer  dental  service  with 
the  American  Friends  Service  Committee  in  France 
from  February  1919  to  September  1919.  He  was 
also  a member  of  the  Golden  Dental  Circle  of  the 
Dental  Alumni  of  Temple  University  for  practic- 
ing the  profession  of  dentistry  for  50  years,  and 
he  was  an  active  member  of  the  American  Friends 
Service  Committee,  in  charge  of  collecting  money 
for  wheat  for  European  Relief  after  World  War  I 
in  the  Pasadena  area.  He  wrote  a history  of  the 
American  Friends  Service  Committee  in  California, 
and  had  an  article  published  in  the  Dental  Journal 
on  his  experience  of  bartering  dental  work  for  car- 
pentry, painting,  plumbing,  and  auto  repairs  during 
the  great  depression  of  the  early  30’s. 

He  is  survived  by  his  wife,  Anna  C.  Dorland  of 
Pasadena;  a brother,  Authur  G.  Dorland  of 
Wellington,  Ontario,  Canada;  two  children;  a 
son,  Allan  H.  Dorland  of  Altadena,  and  a daughter, 
Marian  Mahoney  of  West  Covina;  four  grand- 
children, and  five  greatgrandchildren. 

Josephine  Moffett  Benton 

Josephine  Moffett  Benton,  author  and  lecturer, 
died  at  Mission  Lodge  Sanitarium  in  San  Gabriel 
on  August  4 after  a long  illness.  She  and  her  late 
husband,  Frederic  E.  Benton,  had  previously  been 
residents  of  Pasadena  for  three  years. 

Born  in  Paris,  Illinois  in  1905,  Josephine  Benton 
graduated  from  Eastern  Illinois  State  Teachers 
College  in  1926.  Most  of  her  later  life  was  spent 
in  the  Philadelphia  area,  where  she  raised  a family 
and  was  active  in  the  work  of  the  Society  of 
Friends.  After  World  War  II  she  served  as  Head 
Resident  at  Pendle  Hill,  and  for  five  years  she  was 
director  of  the  John  Woolman  Memorial  in  Mount 
Holly,  N.J.,  a residential  retreat  devoted  to  carry- 
ing on  the  work  of  the  18th  century  Quaker  aboli- 
tionist and  mystic  for  which  it  is  named. 

(Continued  on  page  72) 
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(Memorial:  Cont.  from  page  71 ) 

Josephine  Benton  was  the  author  of  numerous 
reviews  and  articles  in  religious  publications,  several 
Pendle  Hill  pamphlets,  and  three  books,  The  Pace 
of  a Hen,  Gift  of  a Golden  String,  and  A Door  Ajar. 
Directing  her  books  and  lectures  largely  to  married 
women,  she  declared  that  she  “would  not  change 
the  vocation  of  marriage  for  any  other”  and  called 
the  occupation  of  housewife  “one  of  the  few 
remaining  free  professions’”  In  her  writing  as  in 
her  life,  she  treated  the  home  as  a secure  base  from 

which  to  carry  on  work  of  community  service. 

Josephine  and  Frederick  Benton  were  both  mem- 
bers of  Mount  Holly  (N.J.)  Friends  Meeting  and 
after  moving  to  California,  attended  Orange  Grove 
Friends  Meeting  in  Pasadena.  The  couple  celebrated 
their  golden  wedding  anniversary  in  1976,  a year 
before  Frederick  Benton’s  death. 

Josephine  Benton  is  survived  by  a daughter, 
Joanne  B.  Rudnytsky  of  Portland,  Ore.;  a son, 

John  F.  Benton  of  Pasadena;  and  six  grandchildren. 

A memorial  service  was  held  August  22  at  Orange 
Grove  Friends  Meeting,  Pasadena. 


Letter 

Dear  Friends: 

Santa  Monica  Monthly  Meeting  has  been  discus- 
sing its  obligation  to  support  local  governmental 
services.  As  with  most  religious  groups  in  Califor- 
nia, we  are  exempt  from  paying  property  taxes, 
and  therefore  we  do  not  support  any  local  services. 
Some  Friends  within  the  Meeting  are  troubled  by 
this,  since  we  do  accept  and  use  local  governmen- 
tal services  (e.g.  police,  fire,  sanitation,  etc.).  We 
are  interested  in  hearing  from  meetings  who  have 
faced  this  problem.  Specifically,  1)  do  you  pay 
your  local  taxes;  2)  are  you  exempt  from  paying 
the  taxes;  3)  if  you  do  not  pay  taxes,  do  you 
make  a contribution  to  cover  local  services  and; 

4)  if  so,  based  on  what?  Any  other  thoughts  that 
will  help  us  with  our  deliberations? 

Jon  S.  Greene,  Clerk 
Trustee  and  Finance  Committee 
12625  Appleton  Way 
Los  Angeles,  CA  90066 

FCNL  Internships 

Applications  are  now  being  accepted  by  the 
Friends  Committee  on  National  Legislation,  245 
2nd  Street,  N.E.,  Washington,  D.C.  20002,  for 
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three  1 1 -month  research  internships  to  begin  in 
September  1979.  These  internships  are  a part  of 
the  Volunteer  Service  Mission  of  Friends  United 
Meeting,  but  are  awarded  on  the  basis  of  merit 
without  restriction  to  any  particular  religious  back- 
ground. Salaries  are  at  subsistence  level. 

Each  intern  is  given  the  opportunity  to  work 
closely  with  an  FCNL  lobbyist  and  participate  in 
the  total  legislative  program  of  FCNL,  including 
writing  material  for  the  FCNL  Newsletter,  answer- 
ing inquiries  about  the  issues,  and  briefing  visiting 
groups  and  individuals.  Many  former  interns  have 
continued  in  public  service  work. 

Review 

by  Myra  Keen 
Palo  Alto  Meeting 

Kohler,  Charles,  “A  Quartet  of  Quakers.”  Friends 
Home  Service  Committee,  London.  60  pp. 

August,  1978.  90  pence. 

These  brief  biographies  of  four  early  Quakers  — 
Isaac  Penington,  his  wife,  Mary  Proud  Springe tt, 
John  Bellers,  and  John  Woolman  — point  up  how 
their  early  training  predisposed  them  to  adopt, 
fervently,  the  Quaker  way  of  life.  Kohler  has  mar- 
shalled well  the  few  records  we  have  of  their  lives, 
and  he  even  includes  material  seldom  mentioned; 
for  example,  that  John  Woolman  had  only  one 
child,  Mary,  whose  first  child  was  born  after  he 
left  for  England.  In  a final  short  chapter  Kohler 
searches  for  the  meaning  of  Quaker  worship. 
“Further  Reading”  lists  bibliographical  sources 
and  a number  of  publications  on  Quaker  practice. 


